German U-boatss Para has a sugar shortage). The Governor's son
Is of mixed Indian and white blood. The go-getter is half Negro.
At two schools In the jungle,1 study a hundred or more children.
Those with a strong African strain are visibly less nervous3 more at
ease. The best of the teachers is a large; dynamic woman, bursting
with joy in her work: a Negress. But when we come to caboclo
Ca'stanhal, we find a stifled, static, stagnant city., simmering and
without grace. The bazaars and cafes have the forest-like crowding;
the men and women have no leap in them5 and no search.
Go down the coast toward the great sugar states; watch the flesh
of the towns become firm and the rhythm rise, as the Negro element
increases. There is no doubt: the tropic forest calls for a race with
the forest genuls.
Twelve hundred miles down from Belem is the state of Pernam-
buco and the cities, Olinda and Recife. (We are still in north Brazil.)
Olindaj the older settlement. Is referred to by the boatmen as " the
city," a cidade* It is a lovely town, full of Portuguese grace and a"
gracious people. The Dutch captured It and lost it. Recife,, a few
miles down the coast3 swelled into the third largest city of Brazil.
Olinda matured Its subtle brew of Portugal and Africa^ and then
rested.
Above the public square with its tall palms and flamboyants are
the ruins of a church, the scarred, two-towered fagade with mascu-
line scrollwork, and nothing behind but a hill. Sao Antonio and the
Benedictine Monastery of Sao Bento are a little florid, with a quality
not unlike the Byzantine. (The church has some fine Dutch tiles
from the years of occupation.)
A charming little German monk took us around Sao Bento; he
teaches philosophy to the Seminary students. He reminded me of
what Reinhold Niebuhr once told me: "The Germans are delight-
fills Individually; and dreadful collect!vely." Yes: he knew the
pragmatism of John Dewey; It was part of his course. The library
was a large, huge-windowed room, with late seventeenth-century
panels. But no painting could compete with the glory of those open
windows: east and south the seaa a sunlit sapphire, and Recife a
white foam of breakers; west, the hills fumy with palms; and from
It all, the day , . . murmur of man and beast and vegetation . . .
caressing the silence of the stacked books on the shelves. Vinicius
picked a volume from the sheifj a book by his great-grandfather.
The German monks as an astronomer might describe a sun spot3
kept talking of John Dewey.
Recife (which means reef) is built on reefs and islands. Just before
you come to It from Olinda you pass one of the several mucambos
in -which dwell nearly half the city's five hundred and fifty thousand,
The houses fill the swamp and bottom land. In and about town.
They are built of mud and sdobe? latticed in thin poles and bamboo;
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